And distillation of distinguished words
Which drop as slow as honey out of gourds:
"It was no dream": I heard them, well they might
Assure me no enchantment lured the sight!

But lest one think to feel your very breath
When we are lying in the gap of death,
I sing and say to all who then may be:
What they behold is but your effigy.
An aberration out of Beauty's path.
Pretender in Perfection's aftermath!
Where are the regal tresses of dull gold,
The strange vert eyes so steady and so cold.
The body carried to an inward tune
As if the Graces had become triune?
Nor would we rise, nor have a voice recall
Us who in brave days loved the original.